
6 o The Tragedy of Othello 

Caf. I humbly thanke your Ladifhip* Enter Bianca. 

Hian. Saue you friend Cafsto. 

Caf. What make you from home ? 

How is it with you my moft faire2 lianca ? 

Indeed fweet loue I was comming to your houfe. 

Hia. And I was going to your lodging fitfsu j 
What.keepe a weeke away ?feuen daies and nights, 

Eightfcore eight houres.and louers abfent houres. 

More tedious then the diall.eightfcorc times. 

Oh weary reckoning. 

Caf. Pardon me Bianca, 

I haue this while with leaden thoughts bin preft. 

But I lhall in a more continuate time. 

Strike off this fcore of abfence : fweet Bianca, 

Take me this worke out. 

Hia. Oh C a f s *°> whence came this ? 

This is fome token from a newer friend 
To the felt abfence, now I feelc a caufc, 

M come to this ? well, well. 

Caf. Go to woman, 

Throw your vile ghefles in the deuills teeth, 

From whence you haue them, you are iealous now. 

That this is from fome Miftris/ome remembrance, 

No in good troth Bianca. 

Bia. Why,whofe is it ? 

Caf. 1 know notfweet,! found it in my chamber, 

I like the worke well,ere it be demanded. 

As like enough it will,I’de haue it coppied. 

Take it,and ao’t,and leaue me for this time. 

Hia. ‘ Leaue you,whsrefore ? 

Caf I doe attend here on the Generali, 

And thinkeit no addition, nor my wifh, 

To haue him fee me woman’d. 

Hit. Why I pray you? 

Caf Not that 1 loue you not. 

Bia. B uc that you doe not loue me s 

I pray you bring me on the way a little, 

And fay, if I Hull fee you foone at night. 
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the Moore of Venice. 

Caf. Tis but a little way that I can bring you. 
For I attend hcr^buc lie fee you foone. 

Bia. Tis very good, I muft be circumftanc’d. 
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Enter Iago and Othello. 

4* ^T^IHyoathinkefo? 

V V Oth. Thinkefo/^*, 
lag, What,to kifle in priuatc ? 

Oth. Anvnauthoriz’d kiffe. 

lag. Or to be naked with her friend r-bed. 

An houre,or more, not meaning any harme ? 

Oth. Naked a bed Iago , and not meane harme ? 

It is hipocrifie againft the deuill : 

They thatYncane vertuoufly,and yet doe fo. 

The deuill their vertue tempts.and they tempt heauem 

lag. Soe they doc nothing, tis a veniallflip: 

But if I giue my wife a handkerchiefs. 

Oth . What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord, and being hers 
She may, I thinkc,beftovv’r on any man. 

Oth . She is protedlrelTe of her honour too. 

May (be giue that ? 

lag. Her honour is an eflence that’s not feene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue it not 
Bur for the handkerchicfe. 

Oth. Bv heauen, I would moft gladly haue forgotic s 
1 hou faidft (O it comes ore my memory. 

As doth the Raucn o’rc the infected houfe. 

Boding to all.) He had my handkerchicfe. 
lag. I, what of that? 

Ot h. That’s not fo good now. 
lag. What If I had faid I had feen him do you wrong? 
Or heard him fay, (as knancs be fijeh abroad. 

Who hauing by their owne importunate fuite. 



